Don’t miss 
/ any of 
my others, 
fabumouse 
adventures! 
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A a 
e Cabana YON CACKLEFUR. 


|, Gerenime Stilton, have a ot of mouse 
friends, but none as spooky as my friend 
CREEPELLA VON CACKLEFUR! She is an 
enchanting and MYSTERIOUS mouse & 
with a pet bat named Bitewing. F 
I'm a real 'fraidy mouse, but 
I think CREEPELLA and her family are 
JAD fascinating. I can’t wait for 
you to read all about CREEPELLA in these 
and spectacularly 


7 mk tales! aw see 
CaO Bota) 
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THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 





THE QUEST FOR THE AMAZING 


PARADISE: VOYAGE: 
THE RETURN TO THE THETHIRD ADVENTURE 
KINGDOM OF FANTASY IN THE KINGDOM 


OF FANTASY 
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Welcome to the world of 
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Géronimo Stilton 
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To: GERONIMO 
STILTON 





Ithad been a SBP@SSFUl day at the office. 
By six o'clock, I was exhausted! q; 
As I scampered home, 1 thought about 
taking nice, relaxing bath ina tub of eheese- 
scented bubbles. Ahhh... 

Qops, 1 almost forgot 
myself! My name is 








° 
to introduces 





Stilton, Geronimo 
Sulton. \ am ihe & 
publisher of the most 
famouse newspaper 
on Mouse Island, The 
Rodent’s Gazette. | 


When | arrived in front of my mouse hole 
at 8 Mouseford Lane, I noticed something 
unusual on the front stoop. Curious, | bent 
down to check it out. It was a package. 

Could it be for m 
getting packages in the 

| picked it up and néad the tag. It was for 
me! 





“Hmmm, Who could've left this here?” | 
wondered aloud, 
| picked up the [3 @ B¥ and went inside. 





Then I ripped off the brown wrapping 
paper. 

Once 1 got the box open, 1 was 
dumbfounded and a little disappointed. 
Bicycle HANDLEEARS: 

WHO HAD SENT THEM TO ME? 

MORE IMPORTANT, WHAT WAS | GOING TO DO 
WITH BICYCLE HANDLEBARS? 

You see, I'm hardly what you'd call a 
sportsmouse. My favorite hobby is curling 
up with a good book. So 
why would someone 
send me bicycle 
handlebars? 

It was a 


MYstE°RY. 
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Two PEDALS?! 


‘The newt day, I woke up bright "4 cans, 
| went into the bathroom and took a warm 
shower, just like always, Then I headed into 
the kitchen and got myself an apple and a 
nice cup of #@°F cheddar, just like always, 1 
left my house whistling, just like always, and 
headed to my office at The Rodent’s Gazette. 

On my way out, | 

TRIPPED over 
something on the 

front stoop, Before 

1 could stop myself, 

1 fel] fat on my 
facet Ouch! 

I got up slowly, 

rubbing my tender snout, 











That’s when I realized | had tripped over 
another package. 
I read the tag: 





I decided to do as the tag said, 1 went 
back into my mouse hole and tore open the 
package. Inside were two bicycle pedals! 7 

TWG PEGALS?! 

WHO HAD LEFT THEM 
FOR ME? 

MORE IMPORTANT, WHAT 
WAS 1 GOING TO DO WITH 
TWO BICYCLE PEDALS? 


It was a conundrum. 





Mh, 


A BIcyCLE HELMET? 


1 was still thinking about the two 
anonymouse packages as I headed toward my 
OFELCE. But as soon as | walked through 
the door 10 The Rodent’s Gazette, my staff 
swarmed around me. There was no time to 
ponder the mystery. In fact, by the end of the 
day | had completely forgotten about 
the WETRO 
Late that afternoon, | HECKED 
P the last page of The 

Rodent’s Gazette, 
















several 
important documents, 
and Wrote a few 
chapters of my new 
book. 








When | arrived at my mouse hole, | found 
yet ANOTHER package with the same tag! 

1 scurried inside and ripped 
‘open the package as fast 
as I could. By now, | 
was determined to 
get to the bottom of 
all this. - 

It was a bicycle MEINE. 

WHO HAD LEFT IT FOR ME? 

MORE IMPORTANT, WHAT WAS 1 GOING TO DO 
WITH A BICYCLE HELMET? 

It was a puzzle. 

As I mulled it over, the 
DOOBHGSB rang. | 
went to the door, “Who is 
it?" L called. 

No one answered. But 
then the door &URS' open! 
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I Hope You LIKE 
RIDING BicycLes! 


“Howdy, Geronimo! Happy to sce me?” 
‘The mouse on the other side of the door gave 
me a hearty slap on the back. Oasetel 

It was my friend Bruce Hyena, Bruce 
is the sportiest mouse I know. 

“L've got a proposition for you, Geronimo,” 
Bruce said. “It’s something that needs Lors 
and LOTS and LOT'S of enthusiasm. 
right? If you do, slap 








Fimily, 1 slapped him five. 
YOW! tie slapped me so 
hard, my whole paw ached! 
“I do like to ride bik 

I said. “I've got a really M2202, 





bicycle that has. a wicker basket in the front. It's 





perfect for carying a picnic anda book — 
NICKE KET?!" Bruce said 
incredulously. meant a RACING Bike, 


you cheesehead! You know, a serious 
bicycle —a bike for real MICE! Not a bike 
for a Spit in the park!” 
1 stalled. “Br 
bookmouse Iam. 1 like a quiet life.” 
“Quiet life? You'll have tw squeak good- 
bye to that for a while! You see, 
signed you up for the 
RAC C2 AERO 33 
AMER near 
“The Race Across 
America?” | said blankly. 
“But that sounds like — 
“That’s right! You 
bet!” Bruce interrupted. 








you know what a 











“We'll be riding our bikes across the WHOLE 
country! No sweat, right?” 

“But...but...” 1 sputtered, My head 
began to spin, “Rat-munching rattlesnakes! 
Do you know how big Ame 

“OF course I do!” cried Bruce, giving me 
another hearty slap on the back. “A trip like 
that should be a breeze for a couple of buff 
sportsmice like us, right, Champ?” 

Topened my mouth wo protest, but no sound 
came out. | think I was in shock. 
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spin, 
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%y ds ‘s 


Yep ‘uds’™ 





THE HISTORY 
OF THE BICYCLE 


‘The first bicycle was invented in 1861 
by the French mechanic Ernest Michaux. It 
was called the velocipede. The velocipede 
had pedals mounted on a large front 
wheel. This helped riders travel very fast 
with very little effort. 


‘The modern bicycle was born in 1880 
with the Invention of the chain, which 
transfers power from the bicycle’s pedals. 
to its wheels. A few years later, rubber 
tires were added. Tires made riding a bike 
lot more comfortable. Before they were 
invented, cyclists rode on wheels made of 
wood or iron. 





Today racing bicycles have 
narrow tires, curved handlebars, 
and most imporant, a gear 
mechanism that makes it easier to 
pedal up even the steepest hil. 
‘These bikes are made from ultralight 
materials, like carbon fiber or 
ticanium. Every plece of the bicycle 
is designed to be as light as possible 
to help improve the rider's speed. 








What is the 


ACE ACROSS AMERICA? 



























THE MOST CHALLENGING RACES 
INTHE WORLD 

| The Race Across America is 3 3,000-mile 

bicycle race across the United States. 

The Vendée Globe began in 1989. [In this frmous 

race, salboats sal around the world without 

stopping, The race begins and ends in France. 

The Iditarod Trail Sled Dog Race is an 

annual sted dog race in which 

rushers with teams of ten to 

sixteen dogs cross Alaska from 

‘east to west, covering 1,161 

miles in eight to fifteen days 











The Ironman World 
‘Championship is the world’s oldest, longest, and 
mort prestigious triathlon, The first Ironman competition 
was held in Waikiki, Hawai, on February 18, 1978. 





Competitors must swim 
24 miles, bike 112 miles, 
and run 262 miles 







RECORDS FOR TH 
iE RAC 
baa AMERICA a 
ate nthe Race Acrone Ame 
ees 
mt 5049. An india stan 
de yn spray 2 ours 
+ Fewer than 200 solo cyclists have 


Riders can pari 
Individuals or asp 
‘ravel abour 430 
the race's 26.yea 


finished the race. 


“In 1986, Pee Persye 
3107 miles in 8 days, 9 hours se 4 nan 
aod 47 mince 


for biking 


+ A cyclist burns an average of 300 calor 


247.000 calories a day) during the vance on POM (tal 


racel 
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UNCLE GERONIMO, 
You’reE My Hero! 


I didn't remember saying yes to Bruce’s 
plan, But | must have, because the next day, 
he pulled up in his car and whisked me off to 
begin my Tra/ning. 

“But, Bruce, I have to go to work today,” 
I protested, “Im needed at The Rodent’s 
Gazette” 

“NONSENSE!” Bruce shouted, He 

J dragged me into a bike store. 
“= Before I knew it, he'd bought 
me an outfit made especially for 
VACELS: a cycling shirt, shorts, 
socks, and special bicycle shoes that 

latched onto my bike’s pedals. 

“Okay, let’s get going,” Bruce 





said. “Iwant you to meet the THEM that'll 
be by our side throughout the RACE 
They're all great rodents. You'll see.” 
Bruce stopped in front of The Rodent’s 
Gazette. The entire staff was waiting for 


me. They all seemed to know I was going 
to be riding in the RACB ACROSS 
ADIBRICA, and theyd come out to 
show their support. 





My cousin Trap, my sister, Thea, and my 
little nephew, Benjamin, were at the front of 
the erowd. Benjamin ran wo Aug, me. 

“Uncle Geronimo, Bruce told us you're 
going to AMERICA to race! You're my hero! 
When I grow up, I want to be just like you.” 

1 pipn’t Know WHat to say, 
$0 I Just Hugged Him cLose. 
What could | do? 1 couldn't DISAPPOINT my 
favorite nephew. 

It looked like I'd have to race whether 1 
wanted (0 oF not! 


nC. 


THE TEAM 


Bruce took advantage of my moment of 
weakness to introduce me to the team, 

“Hey there!” said a tall, thin mouse 
wearing a cowboy hat, “I'm Tex, the team’s 
general manager. We've organized a system to 
monitor you at every step of the race. Put on 
these ii-imicrophones. They'll connect 
you to the camper that will follow you 
while you're racing.” 

Tex showed Bruce a tiny 
MICROPHONE — that — was 
attached to a long wire that extended 
from a small BATTERY. 

“This way, if you need our help, 
we can get to you FAST > Tex 
explained. 











J MOUSEY MACKOUSERSON 

} Known as the recbero.Moosey isa { 

cameraman planing to fbn the entire | 
rece fore dscamantary 

















BUZZ 
* Buzz is Team NM.C’'s mechanic, He 
Been creay about bikes nce be 
Bam nine yor olde rues 
‘ale The yeh Bovtiqua 






Bharat Gai 
works for The 










q TIGER 
}oursocond van der. A quiet 
} _urascang mouse tke Geronimo 





NEW MOUSE CITY! 











} TACO ANDERSEN 
+ Our second TV cameramen, {Fo= === =o 

} Ho got his nickname because of {# TEX TALKINGTON 
} fis love of Mexicen food The team's general 

















v-Do¢ 
Our trainer, V-Doc isan 
sxpert at fixing sore muscles. 
All he has to do's take a quick 
look and he can tell exactly 
tthe problem is 







TRONMOUSE 
Our first driver, An 
thetic. well-rounded 
mmotise who i also a 

triathlete, 














MOUSITA MIDDLETON and 
BETTY SMARTMOUSE 
‘Mousita and Betty work for The Rodent’ 
Gazette. They organized the trip down to 
the teensiest.tinlest detail 








“Thanks, but I bet I won't need 
it,” Bruce said. “I've been training 
for months.” 
Months? | gulped nervously. 

Tex turned to me. “Sorry, Geronimo, but 
you'll have to carry an older version. We just 
gave out the last ultralight one.” 

“Oh, that’s all right,” I said, 1 wanted to 
show Bruce I could handle anything. 

Then I saw the battery Tex wanted me to 


gg AP 
or wet onl 


Oh, what had 1 gotten ug ...b...but how will 

myself into?! Vearry all this gearz» 

= -b... but how 

will | be able to carry 

this and pedal all 

those miles?” I stammered. 
Bruce slapped my 











shoulder. “DON'T WORRY, CHAMP. It’s all 
part of training.” 

Training hadn't even begun, and | was 
already exhausted! 

Tex smiled at me sympathetically. “You'll 
be just fine, Geronimo. Inside the camper 
we've got all kinds of things to help you rest 
and recover when you're not cycling. Plus our 
trainer, V-Doe, is the best!” 

“Hmmm,” WDec said thoughtfully. “Looks 

like I've got my work cut out for me! 1 can 
see you've got very small MUSCLES. 
Don't you worry, though. 
T'll fix you up inno time. 
Do you know what my 
motto is? What doesn't 
bend gets broken!” 

I began to 
Sweat. 








Hmmm... 


Before I could respond, Bruce had dragged 
me away to show me my bike. “Come on, 
Geronimo! Don’t you want to meet your new 
best friend?” he said. “The two of you are 
going to be spending A LOT OF TIME 
together,” 





A 


GoobD FOR YOu, 
CHAMP! 


Bruce showed me to my bike. It was a lot 
fancier than the one | used for picnicking in 
the park! It was sleek and silver. 

“Come on, Champ! said Bru 
her for a SPinto relax the paws.” 

‘That didn’t sound so bad. | climbed on my 
new bike. Just sitting on it made me feel like a 
professional cyclist. 

“Oh, Lalmost forgot to mention something,” 
Bruce said. There are a few twenty-percent 
MCLAMES on this course.” 

“Twenty percent? No sweat!” I replied 
enthusiastically. That sounded like nothing. 

Bruce slapped my back so hard, he almost 
knocked me over. “Good for you, CHAMP: 





t's take 














We REDALED for hours. 

Alter 5 MiLGS, I was out of breath, 

After #5 iN€S, I had cramps in my paws, 

After 25 MIKES, my mouth was so dry, | 
had a hard time breathing. 

After 5@ MILES, my back was so sore, 1 
wanted to scream, 

After 75 MiLS, I wanted to er 

After 100 Mil€S, | fell off my bike! 

Finally, we stopped for a break, “Bruc 
panted, “What does a twenty-percent i 
mean?” 

Bruce laughed. “Well, in bicycle racing, 
there are three types of inclines: the easy ones, 
the WARD ees, and the VERY HARD ONES! A 

















twenty-percent incline is ONG OF EHE HaPDeSE. 
| thought you knew that, Geronimo!” 

By the time we arrived was totally 
exhausted. Holey cheese, | couldn't wait to get 
off my bike. 

T hopped off, but the straps that held my 
paws onto the pedals didn't release. I 0PPLep 
OVeR and landed right on my poor tail! 

Bruce looked down at me. “You know 
what, Champ?” he said confident 

















Tl go for another UTTLE RIDE. 1 can’t s 
don’t ride at least a hundred and fifty miles.” 
He waved cheerfully and pedaled off. 
Bruce Hyena is a good friend, but I'd never 
been so glad to see him go. 





See 


WHAT IF WE Move 
Mr. xX... 


The two weeks of training were more 
PAINFUL than anything I could have imagined. 
But whenever I thought of giving up, 1 just 
remembered the look in Benjamin's eyes when 
he'd called me his hero and | kept at it. 

Finally, the big day came. The entire 
NMC. TIM was ready! 

We met at New Mouse City’s 
airport with our enormouse 
SUITCASES. We had to 
take apart our bikes and put them 
in special cases so they could fit on the plane. 

‘We boarded the plane to find every seat 
was taken, The team was spread “ALL 
OvER thE PLACE. thadidnt 











make Bruce happy atall. He was determined to 
sit NEXT TO ME so we could talk strategy! 

“TIL ask somebody to switch seats with 
me,” he offered. 

“Oh, it’s okay, Bruce,” I said. 1 thought 
about the book I'd packed in my carry-on bag. 
Id been so BUSY cycling, it felt like ages since 
I'd curled up with a good story. 

“Listen, Champ, this may be our last 
chance © BB before 
the race,” Bruce said. “We've got sixteen 
hours, “re going to need every minute!” 

as “Bruce asked the mice on 
either side of both our seats 
to Switch with one of us. 
1ut_no one would do it, So 
ruce pulled out a scrap of 


paper and started to figure 
out ALL KINDS OF 






















to move RODENTS around so we could sit 
together. 

“Look, Geronimo! If we move Mr. X here, 
then we can switch Mrs. Y here and seat 21 
will be 215) PSY. Then we can ask Mr. Z to 
change with Mrs, H, Then there's Mr. Q, who 
will only sit in a window seat, Can you believe 
the NERVE of that rodent?!" 

Pretty soon, EVETYONE on board was 
complaining about Bruce. The flight attendant 
had to tell him to take his seat and quiet down. 

T breathed a sigh of relief and I pulled out 
the final Ratty Potter book. At last, some 
(tac and quiet! 

But not for long. After a few hours, Bruce 
appeared at my side. “Psst! Cheesehead!” he 
hissed. “Don’t forget to keep your paws loose! 


Try these SY SrFEIGSE: 









EXERCISES TO STRETCH 
‘YOUR LIMBS WHILE FLYING 









































Hope HospIitTAu 


A few hours later I was starting to feel a 
little lonely. I peered around to look for my 
teammates, Bruce caught my eye and came 
over to talk to me, 

“Geronimo, I've got something to tell you,” 
he began. 1 never seen my cheerful friend 
look so SERIOUS: 

“What is it, Bruce?” I asked. “You know 
you can tell me anything.” 

“Well, I've been volunteering for a while at 
Hope Hespitell.” he said. | was surprised. 
I had no idea he'd been volunteering. But it 
made sense, Bruce Hyena likes to wlk big, 
and he has a big heart to match. 

“IL work in the wing where children with 
leukemia are hospitalized.” Bruce went on. 








“Leukemia is a disease that attacks blood cells 
and prevents them from fighting 





jections. So 
I was thinking — why don’t we dedicate this 
race to the mouselets at Hepe Hespital? 
I've lined up a few sponsors who will help us 
raise money. That way we can really help the 


little hevees who fight leukemia every day. 


We can do it, can’t we, 





1 was truly men | tweet my friend 





I CAN’T SLEEP! 


Another hour went by. The lights were dim, 
1 looked around me. Everybody was steopit! 

Even Bruce was SHOTIDG! : 

I knew I needed to rest a little 
before we landed. Afier all, I had 
quite an adventure in front of 
me, So I closed my eyes and 
tried to doze off. But NO) LICK! 

I called the flight attendant 
and asked fora cup of het cheddar, thinking 
that would help relax me. But NO LICK: 

At the end of the flight, | looked frazzled, 
and Bruce looked like he'd just returned from 
a trip to the Kesiful Rodent spa. 

Ie wasn't fair. 





Xnederossingmylogs NO LICR! ke 


Trrespttngcowea == ae 
troyinfront of ne. NO ACK 


1 tried hogging my knees and resting 
yheadon then. NO LICK) 


[tried throwing ny legs over tha 
aisle arnrest. NO) LICK! 


up nto ofor 


een LUC 
Tried pushing my knees on the 
seat infront of ne. NO LICK! 


NO LUCK! NO LUCK! 





WELCOME TO 
SAN DiEco! 


We — landed 
in San Diego, 
CALIFORNIA. 
1 was totally 
zonked, and not 
just because 1 
couldn't sleep. 
‘The TIME DIFFERENCE really made me feel 
terrible. You see, it was nine a.m. in San 
Diego, but back home in New Mouse City, it 
was ISI 

As soon as we got to the hotel, 3 2B, 
the mechanic, immediately started putting 
our bicycles together. 

While Buzz was 05 01 figured 








CALIFORNIA - SAN DIEGO 
CCalfornia isthe third largest state 
in the Uniced States. after Alaska and 
Texas. [tis also the most populous. 
(One of is largest cities is San Diego, 
which is located at the southern tip of 
the state on the Pacific coast 











The Spanish explorer juan 
Rodriguez Cabrillo first sailed 
into San Diego Bay in 1542, 
hoping to find the wealthy cities 
known as Cibola, Today, f you 
‘walk along the waterfront. the 
Embarcadero, you will reach the 
Maritime Museum, which 
features one of the finest 
collections of historic ships in the 
‘world, One of the ships there, 
the Stor of Indo (1863). is the 
world’s oldest working ship. 





In the heart of San Diego is 
Balboa Park. tis the largest urban 
cultural park in the United States 
Founded in 1868, i is home to 
‘major museums, botanical 
ardens, performing arts centers, 
and the San Diego Zoo, which 
holds more than 4,000 animals. 





V'd take a little ratnap in my room, 
“GERONIMO! WHERE DO YOU 

THINK YOU'RE GOING!?” Bruce 

bellowed, He BLO@EHED my path. 

“Well, | had trouble sleeping on the plane, 
sol...1... thought...” | stammered. 

“You thought you'd start the day with some 
solid training! Isn't that right? Good for you, 
Geronimo. I see the FIRE of enthusiasm 
in your EYES. | like it! Let’: go for a nice jog.” 

Bruce is a mouse who knows what he 
wants and I could see that | wouldn't change 
his mind. So 1 dragged myself to my room to 
change into my tracksuit. Five minutes later, 
We were RUNNING along the waterfront. 

Despite my exhaustion, outdoors 
perked meup. Ag. CALIFORNIA! The brilliant 
blue ocean seemed to stretch on forever. The 








seaside was gorgeous, with white sand that 








spavkLed in the warm sun. The beach was 
dotted with sunbathers and surfers, 

It felt good to move my arms and legs again 
after being so cramped on that long flight. 
Bruce was right! Exercise was just what 1 
needed. | AOL TET ahead, spurred on by 
the marvelous sights. 

After a few minutes, | heard Bruce yelling, 
“..nimo... Wa... out for... ole!” 

J turned and shouted back, “What did you 
s—?" 

BANG!22 | ransmack inoa pole! 

Maybe jogging wasn't 
the best cure for jet lag, 
after all. 
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Phen 


You Must BE THE 
N.M.C. Crew! 


Around MIDMORNING, the entire 
N.M.C. team gathered in our hotel lobby. We 
were on our way to the CRUISE AMERICA 
CAMPING COMPANY ‘o pick up the camper 
the crew would use during the entire race. 

Cruise America’s owner, MICKEY, was 
waiting for us at the door. “You must 
be the vTvegot 
your camper right here. It's the last 
one left on the lot. You can sign the 
lease while I get the keys.” 


So Bruce ségmed, the lease, and 


Mickey took us to our camper. It 









was enormouse, but it was dirty and 
dilapidated. 


| TEAM NMC." 
| CAMPER | 
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The rest of the team was as TROSSed 
out as I was. But Shorty Tao just said, “Okay, 
gang! With a little elbow grease, we can make 
this dump spick-and-span! So roll up your 
sleeves und get your tails in gear!” 

We all went to work, We washed the 
Floor. We scrubbed the counters and the walls. 
We ShOOK, BEAT, and FLUFFED 
the mattresses, pillows, and anything else we 
could shake, beat, and fluff. 

After everything was spotless, we aired out 
the entire place. Finally, we went to pick up 
some cheese for the trip. 1 was starving! 

By the end of the day, I was wiped out. But 
the camper was ready to tackle the BACB 
ACROSS AMBRICA, and aftera 
good night’s sleep, I'd be ready, too! 











[| an 7 
On Your MARK, 
Get SET, Go! 


‘The big day had finally come! I woke up, 
nervous but excited. 

At the starting line, the atmosphere was 
ELECTRIFYING. Everyone was bustling 
about, checking their bikes, fitting their 
helmets, and making sure their water bottles 
were filled. Some of the contestants were 
looking over the route on BIG: MAPS. 

Bruce, and I were busy tuning, 
up our bikes so they'd be in tip-top condition. 















the chains, TIGHTENED 
the screws on our handlebars, 
and Deo BD the 
seats $0 
they were 
just right. 
ee After the bikes were 
ready, V-Doc called us over. “Hey, Bruce! 
Geronimo! I'm going to give you guys a nic 
RELAXING massage. Geronimo, you're first! 
| scurried into the trailer. I love massages. 
But this turned out to be the least relaxing 
massage of my life! V-Doc (wivice and tarred 
me inside out, or at least that’s what it felt like, 
By the time he was done, I could feel every 
muscle in my tail, and not in a good way. 














Just as V-Doe started in on Bruce, we heard 
the loudsqueaker calling us to our places. No 


massage for Bruce, the lucky mouse! But 1 





‘was too excited to care. It was time! 

We put on our helmets. We'd decided 
1 would START off the race. | was relieved 
because the first leg was the least difficult, 
ined the other cyclists at the starting 
line. Bruce slapped me on the back so 























hard it was a miracle that I didn’t fall over! 
“READY, CHAMP? Remember, pedal 
fast and smooth. Make sure you concentrate, 
and above all, keep a steady rhythm!” 

I nodded. 1 couldn't believe the race was 
FINALLY beginning! 1 closed my eyes for a 
moment and thought about my dear nephew 
jamin, and how held said 1 was his 
FVBIRD. | smiled and opened my eyes again. 
I was ready! 

The voice on the loudsqueaker told us to 
mount our bikes. 

“Ready? On your mark, get set, 











WELCOME TO 
ARIZONA 


1 had just begun pedaling when the rest 
of the contestants PASSA me in a flash. 
Rodents from all over the world had come 
to compete in this race. It was truly an 
international @VEME. As we passed one 
another, we smiled and wished cach other 
good Duscts. 

The open road stretched in front of me. 
‘The wind whistled through my fur. What an 
adventure! For the next several days, I'd be 
sharing the same des/iny as rodents from 
countries all over the world. Our hearts would 
beat the same rhythm of STRAIN AND PAIN. We 
would all share in the same excitement. It 
wos thrilling! 
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As we started out, I felt good. Whatever 
V-Doe had done to my mugeleg had really 
helped. Plus, I had spent the last few weeks 
training with Bruce and the rest of our team, 
and I was in better shape than I'd ever been. 
And last but not least, Thad €@t€R a hearty 
breakfast of @atmeal right before the race 
began. (Before exercising, i's good to eat a 
meal rich in carbohydrates.) 

The landscape around me was 
breathtaking! | immediately settled into a 
steady pace. 1 smiled. 1 could hardly believe 
I was really here, competing in the RAVCB 
ACROSS AMBRICAI 

After a few hours, we turned onto ROUTE 
66, the most famouse highway in the United 
States. I had already cycled almost 150 miles. 
Ina little while, BFUEE would switch with 
me, 


As the sun started to sink, my paws began 
to ache. It was beginning to get! And 
I realized we'd entered the Arizona desert. 
There was a beautiful FULL (1) 0 OL) 
and nothing but sand for miles around! 
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CHEER UP, 
CHEESEHEAD! 


1 was getting HUNGRY, so 1 radioed 
Tex and BUZZ. They were following me 
in the tcam car. They pulled alongside me and 
handed me a cheddar sandwich. 

Mmmm... cheese had never tasted so 
delicious! Biking hundreds of miles can really 
make a mouse hungry. 

“Hey, Geronimo, is everything okay?” 
asked Tex. “You look tired.” 

“Just a bit. | replied. “I can ride a 
Title farther.” 

“Do you need any more WATER?” Tex 
asked, 

A STRONG, # OT #ZAD was blowing. 








It was 105 degrees and it was nighttime! It 
was hot, but I didn't feel thirsty, 

“No, I'm okay,” | wold Tex. 

But a few minutes later, I knew 1 was 
in trouble. I hadn't followed V-Doc’s 
INSTRUCTIONS. He had told me to be 
sure to drink plenty of FLUTD$. suddenly, 1 
had a terrible hot flash! My lips were parched, 
I was completely dehydrated, and 1 had a 





HiGH Fever. 
Cheese slices! I felt really sick! D omuat 
mat hare had enough water te. drink, 


The team car suddenly appeared alongside 
me. Tex and Buzz must have noticed that | 
had slowed down. 

“Take heart, Geronimo,” Buzz said. “Bruce 
will RELIEVE you.” 

That's when I realized the camper was on 
my other side. 


Bruce scampered out. He looked all 
Sived up and ready to go. “Cheer up, 
Cheesehead, it’s my turn now.” He reaches 
out to give me a slap on the back. And then 
everything went black. 

1 HAD FAINTED! 
When I came to, the first thing I saw was 

VDoc. He was bending over me, 

“Geronimo, did you drink enough water?” 


he asked. “NO, DON'T TELL ME! I DON'T 





WANT TO KNOW! YOU DIDN'T, DID YOU?” 

Iwas mortified. | really didn't know what to 
say. [felt like a mousclet who had been caught 
with his paw in the CHEESE JAR, And now 
| was being scolded. But 1 hadn't done it on 
purpose, I had just forgotten! 

V-Doe looked at me sternly. “Geronimo, 
because of your mistake, Bruce has been 
PEDALING for the las EIGHT 
HOURS!” 

I was shocked. “Jumping gerbil babies! 


Ie been vt For eight hours? 


V-Doc nodded. “Bruce knew you weren't 
feeling well, so he asked not to be relieved. He 
told me not to wake you.” 

Tfelt TERRIBLE. 1 couldn't believe Id let my 
FRIEND down like that! 

1 had to do something. 1 needed to 





get well quickly so 1 could help 
Bruce! 
“Please help me get better, V-Doe! I'll do 
whatever it takes.” had eo 
V-Doe smiled. “Good for SJ 
you, Geronimo. 1 knew 
you were tough! I'll give 
you a nice rubdown and 
you'll feel a Jot better.” 
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My Turn! 


‘V-Doe was right! As soon as he finished 
my MASSAGE, | felt ready for anything. | 
strapped on my gear and dashed to the front 
of the camper. 

Ironmouse was behind the wheel. “Signal 
the mice in the car to pull over. I need to 
SWITCH with my friend!” | told him, 

“Done, Geronimo” 
Tronmouse said with a 
grin. 

1 put on my bike 
helmet. Once the 
camper pulled over 
at the curb, | jumped 
out. 





Bruce had stopped a few feet ahead of me. 
He was taking a deep drink from his water 
bottle. He turned and gave me a tired smile. 

“HEY, CHAMP,” be said slowly, 
“I'm glad you're feeling better!” 

I hugged him. “Thank you for looking out 
for me, Bruce! You are a true friend. It’s my 
turn now, So SLAP M© FIVE if you need 
to rest!” 

Bruce grinned and slapped me five. | knew 
he must have been exhausted because it didn't 
hurt a bit. 

1 WENKED at him, thn PUMPED 
on my bike and sped away. 
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THE GRAND 
CANYON! 





1 felt so much better. | pedaled mile after 
mile and | remembered to drink a lot of water. 
Iwas unstoppable! 

Soon, we arsiven at tHe Gray Canyon, 
Bruce was supposed to relieve me there, but 
1 was determined to let him rest as long as 
possible. “I'l Keep going,” | told Tex. 
Bruce rest a little longer!” 6 





Let 





The road was filled with 20 percent inclines, 
but the view was Spectacular. | should've 
been sweating my tail off, but the fantastic 
landscape made my aches disappear. 

The walls of the canyons were Ver fy Very} 
SJeeD. Tex radioed and told me that some of 
the canyons were as much as a mile deep! The 
ridges were carved by thousands of years of 
1C@, rain, and WAND 
how lucky I was to be 
seeing this incredible place with my own eyes. 
Of course, it was very hard work, but the 
breathtaking panorama made it all 
worthwhile. 

I really eeaed/ it all to my 
best friend Bruce Hyena. If he 
hadn't trained me like a drill 
sergeant, | would have never had 
the strength to take on those steep hills! 











The Grand Canyon is a World Heritage Sice 
in the state of Arizona. It is considered one 


of the wonders of the world. The canyon isa 
hhuge erack in a rock that averages 4,000 feet 
deep for its entice 27 miles. It is 6,000 feet 
deep at its deepest poine and 15 rlles wide at 
les widest point 


The eanyon was formed 
by the path of the 
Colorado River over the 
past five or six milion 
years. Over time, the 
canyon’s walle grew 
wider and wider from 


summer thunderstorms 
and winter snowmelt, 
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As | zoomed along, | 
noticed a BRMBER by 
the side of the road. It was 
the Swiss crew. 

My crew and I stopped 
to give them a paw. “What 
happened?” I asked. 

The Swiss team manager 
looked anxious. “One of the 
camper’s tires is semen,” 
he replied. “If we don't 
change it fast, we'll have to 





pull out of the race!” 

I turned toward Bruce 
and the rest of the crew. 
Everyone looked exhausted, 
but I could tell they knew 
what needed to be done, 

Their COURAGE 


and d were inspiring. 


We've got the 





teamwork to make the dream werk!” Bruce 
cried, 

Faster than you can squeak “crumbling 
cheddar cheese crisps,” we had that tire fixed, 
and the Swiss crew was ready to move! They 
thanked us and sped off, 

“Okay, Champ, it’s time to switch. You 
can't keep this rodent out of the rat race any 
longer!” Bruce exclaimed. He gave me one of 





his famouse slaps on the back, and I almost 
fell over. That’s how [ knew he 
was back to full strength. 

“Cheer up, Cheescheads!” he told the rest 
of the team, “I feel stronger than ever. I'l fly 
over the next miles! Let’s go!” 

And with that, he was back on his bike 
and RACING AWAY as though all the 
cats on the Claw Islands were on his tail. He 
was more than a mile ahead of us before we 
caught up with him, and we were driving in 
the camper! 
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Just LIKE THE OLD 
CowsBoy Movies 


I settled down in the camper's tiny kitchen 
foranice snack, As I munched on a mozzarella 
ball, | looked out the window. We were in 
Monument Valley. The #@@ EEE were 
bathed by the setting sun. What beautiful 
sight! I felt ike 1 was in an old Western, 

Buzz and | called Bruce on the radio. 

“Howdy, partners!” Bruce shouted. I guess 
he shared my love of old cowboy movies. “I's 
very WINDY here. | can't go faster than 
fifteen miles an hour, even when I'm going 
downhill. 

‘As we drove, Mousey and Taco, the two 
cameramen, had their cameras rolling, filming 
the spectacolar scenery, And Bruce kept 











“ AMZONA 


= MONUMENT VALLEY 


Monument Volley Navajo Tribal Park ts 9,696 acres (143 square 
miles), and tt filled with many Strange and unique sandstone 
formations that 
have been shaped 
through time. They 
tmelude buttes, 





mesas, canyons. 
‘and freestanding 
formations with 
enchanting names. 





Bar of the Wind: if you Itsten 
carefully, you can hear the Sound 
of the wind passing through the 
hole tn this formatton 


Bye of the Sun Arch: ata 
particular time of day, you can 
see the sun through the middle 
of the hole 1t acts Tike « natural 
clock. 








‘Three sisters, 
‘whitch appear tr 
‘many Westerns. 


SOME OF THE MOST FAMOUS WESTERNS OF ALL. s 


‘TIME WERE SHOT RIGHT IN MONUMENT VALLEY: 





Stagecoach (1939) 

My Daring Clementine (1946) 

Fort Apache (1948) 

She Wore o Yellow Risbon 
949) 

Rio Bravo (1950) 

The Searchers (1956) 

The Man Who Shot Liberty 
Volance (1962) 

How the West Was Won (1982) 





talking, even though he was still pedaling 
hard, He really isa mouse of steel. In fact, he 


started telling us Joes! 
“Okay, listen to this one. 
here was a sportsmouse 


just like me) who went to his 
friend, a bookmouse like Geronimo, 
and said, “Want to do a marathon with me?” 
His friend asked, ‘Hmm, how does it work? 
So the sportsmouse explained, ‘Well, we 
have to cover about twenty-six miles, So the 
hookmonse squeaked, ‘Fine, but you'll have 

to drive, I'm too tired!” Wal Hal” 

I rolled my eyes. What can you 
do? That’s Bruce for you! 
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FRoM 120 DEGREES 
TO 40 DEGREES! 


I lay down to sleep for a little while. It 
was important to rest while I could, | was so 
exhausted, | {ll asleep as soon as my head 
hit the pillow! | woke a few hours later feeling 
rested and refreshed, 








Ac in the 





It was time for me to 
get back on my bike. 
Just my luck — we were 
right at the beginning 
of a huge mountain 
range. We had crossed 
the SOLOBADO 

border! 

Vd gotten used to the heat in the desert, 
where it was 120 D=ekE=S Fahrenheit. 
But here in the mountains, the temperature 
dropped down to 40 DEGREES, Rat-mi 
rattlesnakes! h 
made the work of 
pedaling the bike 
twice as hard. 

1 punted and 
panted as | pushed 
‘one paw in. front 








of the other. Holey cheese, how I wished it 
was still Bruce’s urn! The steep road up the 
Colorado mountains was more than THIRIY= 
FIVE MILES long! | thought it would never 
end. 

As I hufled and pulled along, the weather 
suddenly turned from Sunmy to cloudy, Brrer! 
Now it was even colder! 

just then... QSSF TIN 

I gota plat tire! 
nore Before 1 even had a chance to 

radio the crew, BHZE hopped 

out of the car and scampered 
over to me. Before you could 

squeak “chewy cheddar 

cheese chunks,” hed FIXED 








HOW TO CHANCE 4A FLAT 
TIRE OW A BICYCLE 





2. Using an Alien wrench, carefully 
remove the outer tire. Then remove the 
inner tube and discard or patch It. 








{ 3. Take a new inner tube (or use your 
{ old, patched tube) and, after filing 

§ It with alittle air from a bike pump, 

| place it inside the rubber tire. 





5. Use your bike pump to fill the 
tire with air. Then place the wheel 
back onto the frame of the bike. 
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LAUGHTER IS THE 
Best MEDICINE 


After awhile, 
we arrived in 
DURANGO, 
a beautiful town, 
in the mountains. 
The — landscape 
was dotted with pine trees and junipers. 

As | pedaled through the city, a real old- 
fashioned St€am encine train pulled 
by, tooting its whistle. 

| was starting to get tired, so Bruce and 
I switched again. Now we were heading on 
toward KANSAS. tt was hard to believe, but we 


were almost halfway through the race! The 
farther we biked, the more excited Bruce and | 





became, 

The crew was weary, t00, and they were 
feeling a bit dows. So I decided to try 
to lift everyone's spirits the same way Bruce 
had, which was by telling jokes. Ud had 
plenty of time (o think some up while I was 
racing along on my 

My grandfather, William Shortpaws, 
was a big believer in the power of 
laughter. 
When my sister, 
THEA, and 1 
were lillle, he 
always used to tell 








us, “Remember, 
mouselets, if you 
feel down, the 
best medicine is laughter!” 

Soon we were all laughing our tails off. 











What does a 
bicyele call its dad? 
¥ Hat Apop-cycke! 








Bruce heard the jokes through his headset, 
and he was laughing so hard, tears rolled 
down his snout. Even Tiger, who was 
driving the BARBER, was doubled over 
with laughter. 

All those chuckles and chortles: made 
the next leg of the trip speed by. Soon we 
were in DODGE 
CITY, the heart 
of the Old We 
Bruce had been 
riding his bike 
for several hours 











now, so it was MY 


TURN AGAIN. 
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UPHILL STRUGGLES 


Over the course of the race, 1d really 
started to enjoy riding at night. I spent the 
time plotting out my next few bestsellers. 
The gorgeous SSZVERY really 
inspired a lot of great ideas! 1 was so busy 
BRAINSTORMING, 1 hardly 
noticed how hard | was working. 

Sometimes 1d be so 
busy dreaming of books 
that Td forget 1 wasn’t 
really alone. Every once 
in a while, the mike 
connected to the camper 
would crackle. 


“HEY, CHEESEHEAD, 


how’s it going?” Bruce’s 





hearty voice boomed one evening. 

Then Bruce grew serious. “Know what | 
was thinking, Geronimo? There have been 
so many enormouse hills in this race, That 
made me think of all the uphill struggles sick 
mouselets have to FACE day afier day, When 
you compare our struggles in this race to the 
ones the young mice at Hepe Hespital 
are facing, it makes our hard work seem like 
nothing. If those mouselings can do it day after 

day, we can, too, Right, Champ?” 
“Right, Bruce!” I responded. 
1 smiled, even though he 
couldn't see me. That was 
why I Liked Bruce Hyena 
so much—he was a great 





‘motivator! 





PEDAL! PEDAL! 
PEDAL! 


After a long night of pedaling, Bruce and | 
stood by the side of the road, getting ready to 
switch. Tex scampered up to us. 

“Hey, you TOA FATS. 1 was just on the 
radio with the organizers. There's only one 

IE ahead of us. And they're just sixty 
iles ahead! Do you know what that means?" 

Bruce did. ANE Cay wiiiiinnn! 
he shouted. “Geronimo! We can do it! We've 
got to do it for all those mouselings at the 
hospital.” 

THERE WAS NO TIME TO LOSE! Bruce 
leaped on his bike and raced away. 

Bruce and I became two lean, mean biking 








machines, switching every two hours. 








The last few states 
| flew by. When we 
reached St. Louis, 
Missouri, we saw an 
authentic riverboat 
docked = on the 
Mississippi, right in 
front of the famouse 
high stecl_— arch. 
Then we arrived in 





Indianapolis, where 
the Indy 500 takes place. 





PUSSISSIPPL RIVER 


(velaWwarotis 
Next we pedaled hard toward OHIO, 
concentrating on the rhythm we needed to 
overtake the racers ahead of us, 
PEDAL! PEDAL! PEDAL! 














The distance separating us from the first- 
place team was getting shorter and shorter. 
Soon we were only a few miles from 
MARYLAND, where the finish line was waiting. 

But just_ when I saw a sign that said 
RERNEEMETED)). something bad 
happened. Crusty kitty litter, it was BAD. 

No, wait a minute, The word bad doesn’t 
do justice to how TERRIBLE it was. It was 
awful. Ghastly, horrific, and dreadful, One 
might even say it was DISASTROUS! 

It happened like this. 1 was pedaling 
along with Tex and Buzz behind me in the 
team ear. At this point, we'd been pushing 
ourselves nonstop for more than twenty-four 
hours. And that’s how Tex and Buzz turned 
onto the WRONG road without me 
noticing it. 

No big deal, right? Well, the race’s rules 














Prenat! PeoaL! QE Prva! 


say each team’s car has to escort its cyclists 


to the finish line in Annapolis. Otherwise, 


that team is disqualifie 





Geronimo 





CFINTSH 
A BREATHLESS 
FINISH! 


When I realized the car wasn’t behind me 

anymore, 1 almost fainted. I's a good thing 

my shoe clips held me on the bike. 

RANCID RAT HAIRS: At? 
WHAT cou DI VY WHAT? 

I turned the bicycle around as quickly as 

could, Then 1 began pedaling harder than 1 

ever had before. I didn’t use the brakes once. 

| was like the wind! 








{passed my crew in the camper. I'd radioed 
them to tell them what had happened, and 
they'd stopped to cheer me on. 

Bruce was standing outside the camper. He 
was cheering, “GO. GERONIMO! YOU CAN 
DO ITI” 

Finally, I saw a dot faraway on the horizon. 
It was coming toward me. It was our team 





car. 

“Go, Geronimo, go!” Tex shouted. 

Faster than you can squeak “flying cheese 
sticks dipped in fondue.” 1d turned around 
and started sprinting in the OPPOSITE. 
DIRECTION. We were back on track and 
heading toward the FINISH linet 





Td never pedaled faster in my life. 

My mouth was GYY, my paws were 
ACHING. and sweat was dripping down 
my fur right into my eyes. 

But there it was! The FINISH linet And 
there, just a few yards away from it, was the 
cyclist from the team ahead of us! 

Twas so close, I knew I could catch up 
with him. This was the FINAL STRETCH! 
‘There were all the fans! There was my crew 
about to cross the FINISH linet 

At that moment, | tried to accelerate, but 
my front tire hit a rock and 

Suddenly, | was FEYINGGGGCOGH11 
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FRIENDS TOGETHER! 
Mice ForEVER! 


Here's what happened next. 

Because of that rock, | FLL PED through 
theairand landed right on top of my opponent's 
head. Then | Eusmbles onto the FINISH tine 
‘That flying leap onto the FINISH tine helped 
me finish first! 

WE HAD WooooocooCOCCCON!!!! 

Bruce and the entire team ran to hug me. 
They were so thrilled it ended up being 
more of a tackle than a hug. Soon the whole 
team was piled on top of me. But | didn't 
care, 

“Yeaaaah!” shrieked Tex. “We did it!” 

Bruce was hugging me so hard, | thought 
he was going to crush my ribs. “Cheeschead, 





when I told you the trick to Winning was 
\o arrive a second before the rodent in first 
place, { never thought you'd take me literally!” 
He gave me another tail-crunching embrace. 
“You really are a champ now!" 

We hugged each other. Then I turned 
and embraced all the members of our crew 
one by one. This victory was for everybody, 
not just for Bruce and me. We never could 


have done it without our team. 

At the AIWALRDS CEREMONY, 
we called the whole crew onto the stand with 
us to receive the trophy — Shorty Tao, Betty, 





Mousita, Tex, V-Doc, Ironmouse, Tiger, Taco, 
Mousey, and Buzz! 

Bruce winked at me. “You know, 
Geronimo, it took more than muscles to win 
this race. Ft took heart. And we've 
Got lots of that on this team!” 

1 grinned at him. Then we joined hands 
With our teammates and shouted an old New 
Mouse City motto: “Friends logether! 





Mice forever!” 








Hey, CHEESEHEAD, 
ARE YOU SLEEPING? 


That night, we had a BUG dinner to 
celebrate our victory. The next morning, we 
all boarded the plane for the flight back to 
New Mouse City, 1 couldn't wait to get home 
and tell Benjamin, Thea, and Trap all about 
our adventure. 


“PSST! PSST! HEY. CHEESEHEAD!* 


Bruce whispered. “Slap me five 





SSE! Passe, 





“Good for you. Champ! 
I always knew you were a 
BRaiNY mouse!” 





I smiled at him, then leaned my snout 
against my seat and tried to fall asleep. 

{ closed my eyes. In just a few hours, I'd 
be home in my nice, cozy mouse hole, 

“PSST! PSST! HEY. CHEESEHEAD. ARE 
YOU SLEEPING?” 

This time, | couldn't take it. “NO, I'M 
NOT SLEEPING! YOU WON'T LET 
ME!” 

Uh-oh, I'd woken up the whole plane! 
And they were angrier than a mouse whose 
cheese has gone moldy. 

“Shhhhh!* 

“Who taught you your manners? A rabid 
tomeat’?!” 

“Be quiet!” 

was so INGAAS, I wanted to crawl under 
my seat! 

Bruce just ignored everyone and leaned 


in closer. “Well, 

you're not sleeping, I was 

thinking of something. 

What do you say about 

organizing another fun 

ADVENTURE with me? 

I've got a bunch of great ideas. How about a 

MOUNTAIN BIKE trip through Patagonia? Or 

poseesecencacs a trek through the Valley 

+ of the Dinosaurs? Or we 

could do a nice utme 

PUN up to the North Pole 
Huh? What do you think?” 

Thad to laugh. “Just 
thinking about all f77~ 77777777 TTY 
those trips is making : 
me tired, Bruce. Good 
night!” 
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THE REAL HEROES! 


¥ 
co scone When our plane 


landed in New 
RL Mouse City, my 
SF entire Family 
was waiting for 
ime at the airport, 
In fact, half of New 
Mouse City had turned 
‘out to welcome us. 
250 HAPPY TO BB WORE 
Benjamin jumped up to hug me. “Uncle 
G. | knew you could do it! # eve YEU se 
wucu!” 
I kissed the tips of his whiskers, then gave 
him a tight squeeze. 
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My sister gave me a big hug. “I'm so proud 


of you, Gerry Berry,” she whispered. 

Even my prankster cousin Trap looked 
happy to see me. 1 could tell he was busy trying 
to think up jokes to make — at my expense, of 
course. So before he could squeak, I gave him 
a Bruce-style slap on the back. That surprised 
him into silence! 

I wanted to go straight home, but Bruce 
insisted we go to Hope Hospital first. And 1 
was glad he did, because all the sick mouselings 
to whom we had dedicated our victory were 
waiting for us. They welcomed us like we were 
real heroes. But the fact was, dey were the 
real heroes! That's why Bruce and I decided 
to give our little friends our trophy. Those 
mouselets were the ones who showed us real 
eourage: the courage to face life! 

Even though they were sick, these young 
mice found the strength to keep GOING. 











‘They never let their SUffEriNG bring them 
down. For these young mice, every day was a 
new day, rich with POSSibilities, 

Bruce presented the hospital administrator 
with a check for all the money wed raised. 
I could see tears shining in her eyes. She 
looked so happy. Fe 

Looking at the S77.C les on those 
mouselets’ snouts made me feel great. The 
RACE ACROSS AMERICA 
had been an enormouse challenge for me, but 
it was worth it, Bruce and I had an amazing 
adventure, and we were able to help some very 
special little mouselets. Given the cha 
knew I would do it aga 


















Born in New Mouse City, Mo 
Island, GERONIMO STILTON 


unning The Rodents Gazetio, se Ci 
C~ t widely read daily newspay 
. 7 stiton wi awarded the Ratitzer Prize for his 


scoops on The Curse of the Cheese Pyramid and @ 


Award k for world’s best ratlings’ electronic book. His 
et cee eal meas 
In hi time, Mr. Stiltor 

cheese finds and plays golf. B 
is telling stories to his nephew Benjamin. 
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Map of New Mouse City 





1, Industrial Zone 25. The Rodent’s Gazette 
2. Cheese Factories 26. Trap's House 
3. Angorat international 27. Fashion District 
Airport 28. The Mouse House 
4, WRAT Radio and Restaurant 
Television Station 29. Environmental 
5. Cheese Market Protection Center 
6. Fish Market 30, Harbor Office 
7. Town Mall 31, Mousidon Square 
‘Snotnose Castle Garden 
‘The Seven His of 32, Golf Course 
‘Mouse Island 33. Swimming Poo! 
Mouse Central Station 34._Blushing Meadow 
‘Trade Center Tennis Courts 
Movie Theater 35. Curlyfur island 
Gym ‘Amusement Park 
Catnegie Halt 36. Geronimo's House, 
Singing Stone Plaza 37. Historle District 
. The Gouda Theater 38. Public Library 
Grand Hotet 39. Shipyard 
Mouse General Hospital 40. Thea's Howse 
Botanical Gardens 41, New Mouse Harbor 
Cheap Junk for Les 42. Luna Lighthouse 
(Trap's store) 43, The Statue of Liberty 
21. Parking Lot 44, Hercule Poirat’s Office 
22. Mouseum of 45, Petunia Pretty Paws's 
‘Modern Art House 


23. University and Library 46. Grandfather William's 
24. The Daily Rat House 
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Map of Mouse Island 





Big ie Lake 2 
Frozen Fur Peak 2. 
Slipperyslopes Glacier 23, 
CColdcreeps Peak a, 
Ratzikistan 2s. 
Transratania 

Mount vamp 6. 
Roastedrat Volcano 27. 
Brimstone tat 21 
Poopedcat Pass 2. 
Stinko Peak 30. 
Dark Forest 3. 
‘Vain Vampires Valley 32. 


Goose 





jumps Gorge 33, 


‘The Shadow Line Pass 34. 


Penny Pincher Castle 


Nature Reserve Park 38. 
Las Ratayas Marinas 36. 
Fossil Forest ». 
Lake Lake 





Lake Latetake 
Lake Lakelakelake 
Cheddar Cra 
Cannycat Castle 
Valley of the Giant 
Sequoia 

Cheddar Springs 
Suifwrous Swamp 
Old Reliable Geyser 
Vole Vale 
Ravingrat Ravine 
Goat Marshes 
Munster Highlands 
‘Mousehara Desert 
Oasis of the 
‘Sweaty Camel 
Cabbagehead Hill 
Rattytrap Jungle 
Alo Mosquito 
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ear mouse friends, 
Thanks for reading, and farewell 
till the next book. 


It'll be another.ayhisker-lickifigegood 
adventure, ad that’s a promise! 
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Geronimo Stilton 
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